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dog jaws, still kept his lines tight drawn
round Alkmaar The season was growing
late, the weather was breaking fast, and the
Spanish camp, never too cleanly, must have
been made miry indeed

Don Fredenco knew nothing of our plans
at first, but vague news came to him at last
of the guard that had come to the sluices
Oh, Gaspar had shown himself, be sure
So, then, he knew our purpose, and still he
kept up the siege Neither man nor God
should tear Alkmaar out of his grasp
And silently he dared us to do our worst.
I had hoped, without confessing it to my-
self, I had hoped even for Don Fredenco it
might be enough to know what we meant
to do Well, I was wrong , he knew, and
the siege went on still

Caspar's beacon had flamed up and
died away There was no answer; Alk-
maar was bearing its agony to the last, and
Don Fredenco was resolved to spare it no-
thing- But there on the Zyp lay Gaspar
and his men, and they had a resolve too

It was on the sixth day of October into
the camp at Alkmaar, when the sun was